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and I, and Symon to advise us.    When the scare's
passed off------'

* What scare? '

*  Can't you see how scared the town is?    Haven't
you heard?   Why, Stephen's more alive than he was
before he was killed!    But the thing for us to do is
to give the boys down here a little encouragement.
A riot or two.    Some of the Canons tarred and
feathered.    Some of these swollen-headed gentry
robbed of their pants and a window or two broken/

They were down by the river now. There was
no sound anywhere, save the faint whispering sound
of the water. * Let them believe in their ghosts and
some Cathedral inspector with a broken neck. And
perhaps there is. Did you ever hear of Rimbaud?
No, you never did, but one night he and Verlaine
were drinking in some dirty inn or other when
some stranger came and sat down beside them. He
explained that he had been making an inspection
and that nine out of ten of the people he had been
examining were due for Hell.

4 " I greatly prefer Hell to Heaven," Rimbaud
said.

* " You won't when you get there," the stranger
said.    He was just a poor drunk, of course.    But
there may be something in it.    We'll ask Stephen
if we meet him.    He's been there by now and can
tell us what it's like/

Michael turned on him once again.

* You're taunting me.    You're threatening me.
But I tell you you can do nothing to me.    I'm my
own master/

'Your own master!' Leggett answered con-
temptuously. ' You never were* You never will be/